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THE DREAM IS PAST, 


THE CACHUCHA 


Come, 0 tome! Castanets arc gaily sonmling. 

FOR TOE PIANO FORTE. 


FOR THE PIANO FORTE. 


THERE’S NOT A WORD THY LIPS 
HAVE BREATH’D. 

FOR THE GUITAR 


ISLE OF BEAUTY, FARE THEE WELL. 

FOR THE GUITAR. 
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They cannot see the silent tear, 

That falls uncheck’d when none are near ; 
Nor do they mark the smother’d sigh, 
That leaves my breast when they are by. 

I know my cheek is paler now, 

And smiles no longer deck my brow; 


’Tis youth’s decay, ’twill soon begin 
To tell the thoughts that dwell within. 
Oh ! let me rouse my sleeping pride, 
And, from his gaze, my feelings hide ; 
He shall not smile, to think that I, 
With love for him, could pine and die. 


3 


(Burns & Co., Publishers, No. 164 South Second street, Philadelphia.) 
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Shades of ev’- ning, close not o’er us, Leave our lone - ly bark awhile ; 
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can dis - co - ver, Sun - ny spot where friends may dwell. Dark - er shadows 

1 - 



• m j ' ‘ 




round us hov - er, Isle of beau - ty, fare thee well ; Isle of beau - ty, fare thee well ' 
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2 When the waves are round me breaking, I And my eye in vain is seeking | What would I not give to wander I Absence makes the heart irrow fonder- 
As I pace the deck alone, | Some green leaf to rest upon: | Where my old companions dwell 1 | Isle of beauty, fare thee well! 


